ii8                  AMONG THE BEDOUINS

Goren had kept out of Haditha's sight and had let his
beard grow rough and long. He stained his face with
streaks of henna and rubbed it with the ashes of camel
dung; next he took a dagger and inflicted on his right foot
a painful but not dangerous wound, which would cause
him to limp; he bound it up with an old rag so that the
blood seeped through and made a spot; he then dressed
himself in the garments of a beggar and took a staff.

On the morning when Haditha was to ride into Damas-
cus, Goren took the road before him, and walked with his
lame foot for miles until he was actually worn out,
covered with perspiration, and in great pain. These pre-
cautions might seem theatrical and unnecessary, but the
eyes of the Bedouin are keen as a hawk to penetrate dis-
guise or sham. Goren had therefore produced in himself
a condition, even down to the details of exhaustion and
pain, which was not sham but real.

Presently Haditha, cantering along on his white mare,
overtook Goren, and as he came abreast, Goren sank into
the road almost under the mare's feet, Haditha, observ-
ing the bloody bandage and the exhaustion, failed to
recognize Goren because of the beard, the henna and dirt
on his face, and the kafieh which partly covered it; he
halted and dismounted to help the wayfarer in distress.

Goren moaned that he was on his way to Damascus
and had become exhausted because of his wound,
Haditha did the thing that any Bedouin sheik might do,
under the circumstances; he lifted Goren to the back of his
mare, held him in the saddle, and set out toward Damas-
cus, himself on foot, letting the beggar ride. Goren kept
silent for more than a half hour, giving his strength time
to return; then he said: "Noble sheik, your gun is heavy